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Author's Notes: 
A story written for a challenge that Youthanasia and | made up for ourselves :) Our challange was \"James 


and Cliff on Valentine\'s Day\". 


James stared at himself in the bedroom mirror. He looked very smart. His hair was brushed and he was 


wearing his best jeans (with no holes or patches), t-shirt and leather jacket. 
He checked his watch. 18:25. The taxi would arrive in five minutes time. 


James swept his hair out of his eyes and was surprised to find that his forehead was wet and his hand felt 


clammy. He scowled at his reflection. Me nervous? Bollocks am I! James Hetfield never gets nervous 


The door behind him opened and James gasped and jumped about 2 feet into the air. Whipping round, he saw 
Cliff strolling into the room. He too, was dressed very smartly, in his Misfits t-shirt and matching denim jacket 
and jeans. The hall light caught Cliff's hair and turned it into a shining chestnut waterfall. 


Cliff went over to James and encircled his arms around his waist. "Are you ready Jamie?" he asked, kissing 


James' neck. 
"Yeah" James squeaked, i 


"OK, lets go then". Cliff kissed his neck again, then took hold of James’ hand in his. He led him out of the 
bedroom and down the hallway. As they passed the living room door, Cliff paused and nudged James. 


"Look at Dave and Lars" he giggled. 

James peeped through the gap and felt his cheeks heat up. They were on the settee together.Lars was sitting 
on Dave's lap and Dave was feeding him ice cream. James was about to smirk, then an image of Cliff doing the 
same to him in the restaurant came into his head. James gasped as he felt his blush go up about 100 degrees. 
Oh shit! NO way! Dont think about that. | would curl up and die of embarrassment if that happened! 

They stopped by the hall cupboard and Cliff took out his coat. "Do you want yours too James?" he asked. 
"Umm, nah, l'm OK" said James. "Too hot for a coat". 

It won't be hot outside". 

"Yeah but we've only gotta walk to and from the taxi. I'll be alright”. 

"Hm, well if you're sure’. 

The guys headed outside, down in the lift, then across the car park towards where the taxi was waiting. The 
rain had stopped but the sky was heavy with cloud and James guessed that it could start up again at any 
moment. Cliff held open the cab door for him and James was so startled, that he half fell inside. 


"Where to buddy?" the cab driver asked. 


"The Silver Orb please" said Cliff. The driver started his engine and pulled off the car park, his wheels making a 
splashing sound as he went through a couple of puddles. 


"That's a funny name for a restaurant" James giggled. "It sounds like something out of one of Lars' adventure 


games". 


"Yeah" Cliff grinned. "Search room. You have found.a Silver Orb. Get Orb. You can't". He nudged James again. 
"An why can't you get it Jamie?" 


"| dunno" said James. 


‘Come on, you're not trying” Cliff teased. 

James screwed up his nose. "Erm, it's stuck down to the ground?" 
"Nope". 

‘It's too big and heavy to lift?" 

"Examine it and see" Cliff suggested. 

James rolled his eyes. "OK, OK. | examine it.now what?" 

"It is about 6 inches in diameter". 

"OK, that's light enough. Get Orb". 

"You can't" said Cliff, he eyes sparkling with amusement. 

"Oh thats bullshit" James grumbled. "Didn't want it anyway". 


Cliff laughed and flung his arm around James’ shoulder. James squirmed a little, feeling shy. What if the driver 


saw? However, he was concentrating on the road ahead. James relaxed a little and leaned up against Cliff. 

Five minutes later, the cab pulled up outside a restaurant. Cliff paid the driver and he and James thanked him 
as they got out. It was a fancy looking establishment, with curtained windows and double entrance doors. A sign 
above the doors read The Silver Orb Luxury Restaurant. 

"Ugh, | feel scruffy" muttered James, slouching his shoulders to try and hide himself. 

"You don't look it" said Cliff. He took hold of James’ hand again. "Let's go inside, | think it's starting to rain again. 
James was far more preoccupied with Cliff holding his hand but he did notice a few drops falling on his head 
before they were inside. The restaurant was warm and cosy and the air was filled with the aroma of food. 
Soft lighting created a relaxed atmosphere and booths gave the diners some privacy. 

James and Cliff entered a booth and sat down opposite each other. The tablecloth was real cotton and a small 
table light made the cutlery sparkle silvery bright. Cliff smiled at James to reassure him as the younger guy 
was looking pretty nervous and out of place. 


"Umm, so a waiter will come over and take our order, right?" he asked. 


"Yeah" said Cliff. He picked up a menu and passed it over. "There ya go dude". 


"Thanks". 

James studied the menu, raising his eyebrows. "Shi. mean crap! It's really expensive" he muttered 

"Don't worry about that Jamie" Cliff reassured him. “I told ya, I'd been saving up. Just order what you like, OK" 
James grinned weakly and nodded. 

"And don't pick the cheapest thing on there either. Pick something you like" 


"Alright" said James, moving his eyes away from the prices. He looked at the items under the Starters menu 
and began to giggle. "Hehehe, crab soup! | don't want crabs, thanks!" 


"Oil Behave yourself" said Cliff, trying not to laugh. He could envision disapproving glances from the other 


diners. 


‘OK, sorry". James chose tomato and basil soup and Cliff had the same. Cliff also ordered a bottle of white 


wine..James' eyes lit up when the waiter placed it on the table. 
"Ooh, 13%" he said, turning the bottle round "That's much stronger than beer". 


"Yeah, so don't rush drinking it dude" said Cliff. "Just sip it and..drink it with your meal. If you go too fast, it'll 
get you drunk". 


"Alright then’. James and Cliff ate their soup and James was careful to take small sips from his wine glass..at 
least at first. The wine was sweet and refreshing and he soon found himself drinking it faster. By the time 
they were ready to order their main meal, the bottle was nearly empty. 

"James, how much of that wine have you drunk?" Cliff asked. 

‘Same as you" James replied innocently. Cliff raised his eyebrows, then giggled. 

"Ha, fair enough. I'll order us another bottle..we're getting a cab home so we can drink as much as we like". 
"Can you afford..".began James and he was silenced by Cliff touching a finger to his lips. 


"Yeah, | can. Shush Jamie, just enjoy yourself". 


James was enjoying himself.very much. The wine had relaxed him and he beamed at the waiter when he set 


down their main meals..steak and kidney pudding for James and grilled haddock in white sauce for Cliff. 


Cliff ordered the second bottle of wine..this time he chose a pink one, which James thought was even sweeter 


and juicier. 


"I like this..it tastes like cotton candy" he said. Cliff laughed. 


"Slow down dude, it's not going to evaporate from the bottle. Well, technically it will but not so quickly as you 
need to drink it like a hosepipe". 


"What the.how can | drink like a hosepipe? They put water out, not take it in". James and Cliff both laughed and 
some diners glared at them. They spluttered into silence, with James helpfully clamping his hands over his 
mouth. 

"You're so noisy" Cliff snickered. "Anyway, about that silver orb?" 

"The one in Lars' game? Nah, | don't want it anymore". 

"I think you do" Cliff teased. 


"Ummm, nah. Why should |?" 


Cliff leaned across the table, his breath ticking James' ear. "If you can get it" he murmured. "I will make love 


to you when we're back home". 


James gasped and dropped his fork with a clatter. More frowns from the nearby diners resulted. James 


turned a deep red colour and Cliff chuckled. 

"Oh shit Cliff" he muttered. 

"You want it now then?" 

James picked up his fork and became very interested in the prongs on it. Finally, he said "Take orb". 
"You can't" Cliff replied. 

"Pick up orb". 

"You can't" 

"Lift orb up off ground". 

"You can't" Cliff began to giggle at James’ frustrated expression. "Come on Jamie, it's really easy". 
"Humph! l'm having some more wine" James snorted. He filled his glass and drank quite quickly. 


The lads finished off their main meal and enjoyed whippy ice cream with chocolate sauce for pudding. James 


leaned back in his chair, full up and content. Cliff smiled at him, pleased to see that he had enjoyed their 
evening out so much. However, when the waiter came over for the bill, James blushed and hung his head as 


he noticed just how much it was. When Cliff tipped the waiter too, he nearly fainted in his seat. 
| can afford it" Cliff reminded James. He reached over and gently ruffled his hair. "You ready for home now?" 
"Yeah" said James. He gave Cliff a little smile. "Thanks for tonight buddy. It's been really great”. 


"No problem" said Cliff. "And it's not over yet.remember your quest for the orb?" James blinked, then grinned 


nervously. 


James and Cliff went through to the back, where the toilets and phones were. Cliff phoned for a taxi, while 
James shuffled about and paid a lot of attention to the leafy plants and water colour painting on the walls. The 
cab arrived within a couple of minutes and the guys went outside, leaving the cosy warmth of The Silver Orb 


behind. 


The rain was worse than ever..it gushed down as Cliff and James ran towards their taxi, bouncing off the path 
and flowing like a river down the gutters. The lads quickly scrambled inside and Cliff pulled the door shut with 


a firm slam. James shook hid head like a dog and water droplets flew everywhere. 


Cliff gave the driver their address and they set off. The wipers swooshed across the windscreen, clearing the 
rivers of rain from it. The warm light of the restaurant faded into the darkness behind. Cliff looked over at 
James, who appeared nervous again. He was wearing a poker face and sitting like he had a stick up his ass. He 
was still shy, despite the amount of wine he had drunk. 


Ok, it's now or never Cliff thought. 


He leaned over and put one hand on the back of James’ head. Before James could ask what he was doing, Cliff 
kissed him. James' eyes widened in shock and Cliff felt his body tense but he didn't try and pull away. Then 
Cliff felt James return his kiss. He felt warmth flow through his body..delighted to have such a response from 
the blonde guy who he had liked since they had first met. Cliff wrapped his arms around James, pulling him 


close and James returned the hug 
"Hmm, you like that then, Jamie?" Cliff whispered, as they paused to catch their breath 

"Y-yeah" James stammered. "It was.good" 

"| think so too" said Cliff. They resumed their kissing and James began to feel bolder. He slipped his one hand up 
the back of Cliffs t-shirt and began stroking his back. Cliff held James close with one arm and moved his 


other hand down to caress James' hip. James sighed with pleasure and kissed his bass player hungrily. 


The two guys continued to make out until they were interrupted by the car slamming to a halt with a screech 


of brakes. They jolted apart and whipped round, to be greeted by the angry cab driver. 


"What the hell are you two doing? | aint having no kids fooling around in the back of my cab. Go on, get out! 
NOW!" He leapt out of the taxi and wrenched the back door open on Cliff's side. The lads didn't need telling 
twice..they scrambled out onto the wet pavement. The driver slammed it shut so hard, the glass rattled. Then 
he jumped back in and drove off in a scream of tires. 

James and Cliff stood there, staring in shock and embarrassment at the spot where they taxi had been just a 
moment ago. The rain pounded down harder then ever. Cliff brushed his wet hair out of his eyes and risked a 
glance at James. The younger guy was standing there, his head drooping and his long hair hiding his face. 
"James?" said Cliff, placing his hand underneath James’ chin and gently lifting it, so that their eyes met. 
James gazed back at Cliff, his cheeks flushed. 

"That guy was a total asshole!" he muttered. 


Cliff gazed back at him. Then, they both burst out laughing. 
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"Come on, let's get home before we get any wetter" said Cliff. 
"I think that's already impossible" said James. He shivered and Cliff looked concerned. 


"| said you oughta have brought a coat. Here..take mine". Cliff began removing his coat but James shook his 


head. 
"Don't be daft, then you'll get cold’. 
"| don't mind" Cliff insisted. He held out his sopping coat to James. 


"Nah..but instead, why don't we, urm.share it?" James scuffed his trainers against the kerb. "You know, you 


wear it and I'll.uhhh.tit inside with you". 


Cliff grinned. "Sounds good to me". He put his coat back on and held it open invitingly. James squeezed inside, 
snuggling up close to the bassist. Cliff pulled it around both of them and they set off down the road. 


James liked being in Cliff's coat. He liked the feel of Cliff's body pressed up against him and Cliff's arm around 


his shoulder. The rain didn't seem so bad after all. 


Then suddenly, it came to James, as if somebody had turned on a light in his brain. Oh, so obvious. He grinned, 


a big, triumphant grin. 

"What are you smiling at dude?" Cliff asked. 
James turned to look at him, still grinning. 
"Get Silver Orb" he said. 

Cliff raised his eyebrows. Then he laughed. 


"Congratulations, Jamie" he said. "You have just earned the rank of Grand Master". 


The End 


